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THE ORIGIN OF YAMPIRELLA 

What has made Vampirella wish to flee from her homeland? Could 

it be the hatred that inhabits the country, the terror that has 

turned her friend, Tristan, into a quivering wreck? With enemies all 

around her, must she resort to the wiles of a Vampire. . . 
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WOLF HUNT 
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A beautiful, sensuous young woman likes to run through the forest 

naked. Then she turns herself into the guise of a wolf. In this new 

form she is ready to face anybody, except the evil Lupagar . . . 



THE CALL OF THE DEAD 

Darkness enshrouds the earth. A numb body grows more scared 
with every passing minute. What is this awful crackling noise to be 
heard all around? Will it ever stop and how can this lonely soul 
prevent these horrible sights that are looming into his sub- 
conscious. . . . ? 
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THE CRY OF THE DHAMPIR 

Two priests from the village of Alba Lulia in Transylvania close 
in upon one of the undead, a terrible monster. Trapped within the 
ruins of an ancient building is this to be the monster's end . . . ? 
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AS THOUGH THEY WERE LIVING 40 



In the eighteenth century a dance is in full swing in the village 
square. At the dance, though, Holland Wingate makes the mistake 
of rebuking Karyn Haining. A tale unfolds of dreadful retribution . . . 
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Night.. .and tree umb«> 6narleo with 
age ,hang silently, .smaller branches) 
move in the 6u6ht w|nd,weight£d 
down by the foreign presence of a 
sleeping bat, its hind feet almost 
rooted to the branch... 
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THE SKY 16 STILL ...A PAIR OF MOONS 
OBSCURED BY PASSIMG SHREDS OF 
CLOUD STAND AS IF IN WAIT, THE 
CREATURE eTIRS ALMOST 
M0TI0NLE6&LY...AN EVE OPENS. 



ITS WINGS FOLDED TIQHTLY AGAinSF 
EACH OTHER FROM THE DAMP AND THE 
COLD THE BAT "STARES INTO THE , 
DARK,,, AND A MUTED PULSE QUICKENS. A 
RUSTLE AND THE BATS. FINGER& 
BEGIN! UNFOLDING THE CAPE OF SON--. 




...IN PREPARATION FOR FLIGHT.. .FOR 
PREY 16 NEAR, UNSUSPECTING PREY. 





\ ...A FORGOT TEN MAMMAL, CONSIDERED NE 
* <4 THE TOP OF THE VERY SCHEME OF LIFE 

' IT6ELF.THE BAT CLAWS AWA> AT THE AIR, 
NAVIGATING ITS WAY FORWARD... A WARE OF 

' THREATENING ITS SOFT WINGS. 




THE SPECTRE OF TWIN SUNS ABOVE A 
TUTURISTIC CITY.SYMBOLIZING THE DUAL NATURES . 
.OF THAT CITY'S INHABITANTS. ..FOR THIS IS 
. A TORTURED WORLD FACED WITH IMMINENT 

DESTRUCTION . 




ART BY JOSE GONZALEZ/ STORY BY J.R.COCHMAN 



THE DE6CENT,THE 6L0W, HALTING 
GllDE.CLAVVIMe AT THE AIR... IN 
€€AKCH OF THAT FEARFUL PUl£>E 
BEATING IN THE NIOHT...HIDDEN 
SOMEWHERE... 



THE CREATURE SPIU6 FORTH A 
COCOON,.. L0N6,<a.EEK F|NuER<s> 
TUMBLE FORWARD WITH A LIFE 
OF THEIR OWN... THE CLOAK OF 
WING6 BECOME A MILKEN VEST.,. 




AND THE ATTACK.&WIFT AMD SUDDEN J 
A6MALL PARK BIRD LO&TAMiD THE ' 
WIN® OF THE BAT,OAUGHT THERE 
A& IF IN A WEB.THIN CONTRACTED 
CLAW& PIGGING INWARDS. -AND 
~"HE BAT ALMOST FLOATING NOW. 
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,, .THE 5HAD0W OF KrlSHT LIKE A 
Wf<y\ITH,THE BAT BEGINS A 
METAMORPHOSi&...ONCE MORE IT&I 
WINGS SPREAD WIDE AMP THE 
&QU&> CFBIRDi? TUMBLE FORTH.. 
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...AND WHO 16 THIS SHADOWY FIGURE?. 
THI<b GIRL OF UNEARTHLY BEAUTY WH06E 
NAME ie> VAMPIRELI-A...COME FORTH 
FROM A e>MALL, LOPING BAT... DREAM 
UPON HER... FOR SHE HAS NO DREAM&, 
HF-R ONLY WISH 16 TO KEEP THAT 
SMALL AND EVER FLICKERING 
CANDLE OF LIFE BURNING IN A 
WORLD OF VIOLENT 
WlNDfr (M 
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DRAKULON,ONCEA LUSH, MANY-PEOPLED WORLD, 
NOW NO MOKE THAN A -SKELETON OF ITb FORMER 
£ELF...<&TRUG6LING TO kEEP ALIVE. ..AT NIGHT... 
IN THE COOLING DARKNE-&0. 



FOR EVERY COMING OF PAy HERALDS THE INE-bCABLH 
PRESENCE OF DEATH DRAKULON'*? TWIN SUN&...NOT 
UNLIKE THE FURIES.,. CASTING THEIR VENGEANCE ON ITS' 
RIVERA BURNING AWAY TUB ONCE AND M.GhTy FLOWING 
ARTERIES UNTlt. NO tAORB THAN GREYING PEBBlE<3 AND 
ENDLE-SS PATChfo Of CRACKING EARTh REMAINED . 




VAMPIRELLA SHIELDS HER EYES FROM THE COMING 
OF DAY., .THE GRIM LIGHT RETURNS HER TO THE 
PAST... TO THE BEGINNING... WHEN HER WORLD 
BEGAN ITS COLLISION COURSE WITH THE 
TWIN SUNS, ..WHEN EVERYTHING AROUND HER, 
LIKE THE COMING OF THE APOCALYPSE, WENT OUT 
OF CONTROL, AND THE SEASONS CHANGED 
WITHOUT APPARENT CAUSE... 



...BACK TO THAT ENCHANTED PAY BY THE RIVER.. .BACK 
TO TRISTAN, HER LOVER ,FAIR TRl&TAN, UNABLE TO 
CHANGE WITH TME CHANGE ALL AROUND HIM... A 
CHILD WHO REFUSED TO GROW OLD... POOLED FOR" 
EVER TO REMAIN STUNTED RATHER THAN A<56UME AGE. 
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ALTHOUGH HE WAS NEAR DEATH ,e>HE DID NOT KNOW IT 
THEN ... HE HID HIS FEARS FROM HER LIKE A CHILD 
HOARDING TREASURE , 

'LOOK, TRISTAN.' 
r A FATTED GRONOS!., 

FAT FROM FEEDING ON OUR DEAD. 
WE MUST CATCH IT.' HELP 
^^_ ME, TRISTAN/ 
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t CAN'T 

MY DARLING. 
I'M SORRY BUT 
I CAN'T. 



LOVE WITHOUT 
'HONOUR 16 EMPTY... KILLING 
/THE GRONOS WOULD BE 
'LIKE KILLING SOMETHING 
IN MY^ELF.SURVIVE IF YOU 
CAN VAMPIRELLA... ANY 
.WAY YOU CAN. I WILL NOT 
HATE YOU FOR IT, BUT I 
CANNOT.' 

-^HE CRONOS.' 
HE SEES Ub.HIS 
(GLUTTONY KNOWS 
NO BOUNDS. 
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/PLEASE, TRISTAN .YOU MUST. WE 

' HAVE TO live, PLEASE HELP ME. 

TOGETHER ,WE COULD KILL IT 

EASILY.LOOK AT HIMJRlSTAN,, 

HE LUMBERS LIKE A SNAIL. 

HUKRy.,.SO THAT WE 

MAY LIVE . 



I'M SORRY, 
TMY DARLING, BUT 
ft WILL NOT HELP YOJ 

KILL THE CRONOS? i 

^HOWEVER WEluHTED 

JX3WN HE \h. 

LIKE WIND HELD BACK ONLY TO RUSH FORTH tAOKE 
VIOLENTLY, THE GIRL SPRINGS AT THE SR0N05, 

DEATHLY AWARE OF ITS 

LEGENDARY 

PROWESS 
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HER ARM6 IN A e>TRAN6E HOLD AROUND THE . 
eTRU6(5UN6 <SRONO&,VAMPIRELLA CON<?UER6| 



>OU WILL NOT MAKE 
ME YOUR VICTIM, GROKJOe.AS 
YOU HAVE $0 MANY 
OTHERS J 

( 



SHE LIFT£ THE GR0NO£ FOR 
TRISTAN TO "&EE - ,,. 




BEHIND YOU. 
ORBITING THERE 

in the sky... 
more plunderers, 

COME TO 
SCAVENGE FROM 
OUR DyiNG 
PLANET,' 




WOUNDED.THE BAT LIES MOTIONLE<bS 




(GRAB HERi 
PIN HER ARMS 
BEHIND HER j 



LUN61NG F0RWARD,VAM>IRELlA 
60UGES THE NECK OF HER 
ASSAILANT. LIKE AN ANIMAL 
TOO FREE TO KNOW ENSLAVE- 
MENT SHE FIGHTS FREE WI^H 
ALL HER WILL, THE MEMORY 
OP TRISTAN'S LAST MOMENTS 
TURNED INTO HER AS SURELY 
A& WITH LASERS. 





WHATEVER KIND OF 
BEING ARE YOU ? >©U 
MUST NOT LEAVE ME 
HERE,' I'M ALONE... 

WHAT IF...? 




...HIS VOICE ALMOST THAT OF A 
5MALL AN IMAL, CRYINS I N PAIN .. . 



WHAT DID 
YOU CARE 
WHEN HE AND 
I WERE 
ALONE O 
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DISTURBING MEMORIES Hl"RL VAMPIREUA BACK TO THE 
PRESENT WHERE SHE MUST DEAL WITH ThE PROBLEMS CF 
TODAY AND NOT ThE MEMORIES OF YESTERDAY. 





THE DARK SPECTRE OF A BODY 
FRANTICALLY SHOVING ITS' WA/ 
FORWARD A€> IF DRAWN BY THE 
NEW DAV 1 ? £>UN . . i 
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£TAy,VAMPIRELLA.' 
REMAIN CROUCHED.. 
FOR YOU ARE MOST 
DEFENCELESS THAT 
WAV... AND ALL THE , 
MORE BEAUTIFUL! 
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you Know me, sweet.' 

YOU KNOW ME WELL .DON'T YOU, 
^iy eWEET?FROM ANOTHER TI/AE. 
ANOTHER PLACE. yOU THOUGHT ME 

DEAD, DIDN'T yOU MY RAVEN- 
TRES5ED BEAUTY 
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VO'J WERE MY FAIR... MY ONLY.,. BUT, 
FORGIVE ME, I AM NOT DRESSED 
FOR THE OCCASION, 
ALLOW ME TO 
WIPE MY FACE 
CLEAN . 





YOU ARE MOST 
BEAUTIFUL THAT WAY. 
AS I HAVE ALWAYS 
WANTED YOU... AT 
YOUR WEAKEST... 

you WERE 

ALWAVS <bO 
STRONG AMD I.. . 

1 ALWAYS £>0 

\A/EAK.NOW,My 
$WEET,THE 
TABLES ARE 
TURNED' 




CRY NO TEARS FOR HIM ONCE 
fe CALLED TRISTAN! FOR NO 
LONGER WILL I BE KNOWN 
AS IDYLLIC TRISTAN ' 











YGU WOULD HOT HAVE ME.,. 
OR MY IDEALS /RAWER YOU 
CHOSE HUMILIATION/ HERE 
TRISTAN—THE GRCNO&" - 
EAT OF THE GRON0S> . 
MY TRISTAN/ 
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WHERE.PRAY TELL, 15 OUR. 

MIGHTV vAMPlRELLA ? NOT STRUCK 

DUMB VvlTH LOVE IS £»HE?...HER 

PRAYERb ANSWERED. ..PAIR 

TR |C,rAN THE WEAKLINS 

RETURNED TO HER. 




PIG I DO YOU HEAR ME ? PI60 
yOU ARE NO BETTER THAN 
THE FATTED 6R0N0S, FATTED 
WITH THE CURDLED MILK OF 
LOVE SOME 
SOUR' 
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THEY TOOK ME WHERE THE GROUND WA6 WET...UKE 
A BLANKET OF WATER DRIPPING IN ON ME. ..ALONE, IN 
MY 6>HROUD... REMEMBER EVERY TH I NG.. .BEING LEFT 
THERE ...FOR DEAD.. .MY WOUND5 BURNING... 




you CAME 
BACK TO ME, 
TRISTAN I 
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I WILL TAKE YOU SOMEDAY, 
VAMPIRELLA.'TAKE you in 
THE DARKEST OF NlGHTJ 
TAKE YOU BY THAT 
BEGUILING THROAT 
AND.,. KILL you , MY 
eWEET/ 



Y E5 J I CAME BACK TO you . 

'SWAM THROUGH HARD,DRYING 

EARTH. ..CARVED My WAV 

UP THROUGH THE EARTH, 

TO RETURN TO YOU.' 

LOVE CONQUERS , 

TALL.' 





IHIZIGhlOT 
TRISTAN 

qefors you, 

FOOL! 



I WILL FOLLOW YOU , ^ 

vampirellaj follow you UMTIL 

iOU ARE At YOUR WEAKEST.' 
FOLLOW yOU WHEREVER 
YOU MAY 60/ FOLLOW YOU 
AND MURDER YOU AS 
SURELY AS YOU MURDERED 
ME WITH .YOUR. 







NOTHING HERE.ONC/ DEATH... AND THE 
MOCKERY OF DEATH .TRISTAN IS A 
GHOST OF HWSELF...HIS EVERY 
TORTURED WORD MX.Y& WHAT 
NOW IS ONLV A SPECTRAL LOVE/ 
I CANNOT REMAIN HERE, A 
WITNESS TO AW WORLD'S 
FUNERAL PYRE.' I MUST 
LEAVE ' 




SOMEWHERE ON EARTH, |T IS NIGHT AND BATS HANG IN SLEEP, CLUSTERED 
FOR WARMTH IN THE DARKNE5S OF A CHURCH'S SP|RES>ONE PERHAPS. 
DREAMING OF OTHER WORLDS AND OTHER TIME'S,,, 
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ONCE UPON A TIME THERE WAS THIS BEAUTIFUL YOUNG 
SIRL WHO LIKED TO RUN THROUGH THE FOREST IM HER BIRTHDAY 
6UIT...' 



) 



LET THE CHANGE 

COME! LET ME RUN 

WITH THE WINDS 

ONCE MORE J 








Drenched in full moonlight the 
sensuous figure ofayounjg girl 
begins its strange metamorphosis 

FROM HOAAAM MTV ee&r/AL FOR/A.' 
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NOW.' THE - 
HUNT.' 
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TO THE WOLF-GIRL LUPAGAR'S CHANGED NOSTRILS 
COME KEEN TRACES OF ANIMAL LIFE NEARBY- 
FLESH AND BLOOD.' 



*^£^ 



BY ESTEBAN MAROTO/STORYJ BY JOE WEHRLE 
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RELAX, MY BEAUTY/ 
TORVATH WILL NOT 
HARM YOU.' 





I HAVE WATCH ED YOU 
FOR DAYS, AND I KNOW 
EXACU.Y WHAT YOU ARE.. 
YOU ARE ONE OF THE 
WHITE WOLVES WHO LIVE 
OKI THE FLESH AND BUOOD 
OF ANIMALS, BUT DO NOT 
DEVOUR HUMAN FLESH. SO 
YOU SEE, I HAVE NO FEAR 
OF you! 




LUPAGAR IS REPELLED 
BYTORVATH'S 
CLAMMY TOUCH.... 




Through the long day, lupagar calmly 
explores the damp musty cell, search- 
INS POR SOME TINY IMPERFECTION IN ITS 
DEFENCES . 





AS THE AFTERNOON SHADOWS BEGIN TO 
LENGTHEN, THE WOLF GIRL FINDS.... 



Late in the day, torvath returns ---eager 
to look in on his prisoner.' 





HAH.' SHE DUG HER 
WAV OUT WITH HER 
BARE HANDS I I 
KNBW THE WOLF-C 
WOULD HAVE SPIRIT.' 
OsND STILL WITHIN THE 
CASTLE, I'LL WAGER.' 
THIS MAKES IT ALL THE 
MORE INTERESTING.' 



TORVATH BEGINS A RELENTLESS HUNT 
THROUGH THE DARK FORTRESS, NOT 
REALIZING THAT HE HIMSELF IS THE 

QUARRY.' 




The eager hunter does hot hear the 
cautious, wolf-like padding of the 
sleek huntress behind him.... 






■AMD ANOTHER NIGHT WITHOUT FOOD 
WILL REALLY DRftlN YOU.' 




BUT I NEED NOT 60 
FfrR FOR THAT SUSTENANCE 
WE OF THE WHITE WOLVES 
HAVE ALWAYS RESPECTED 
W*N, BUT VOO. . . . . VOU HAVE 
PROVED YOURSELF LOWER 
^N AN ANIMAL i 




...AND I SHALL FEAST 
LONG AND WELL ON VOUR 
SKULKING FLESH / 
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Darkness overcame him. Abysmal 
darkness unbroken by the slightest 
glimmer of light. The gloom made him 
tremble. Whilst he was still working 
out where exactly he was, he heard a 
slight noise. He couldn't determine 
where it came from because it appeared 
to come from everywhere at once. 
Slight crackling filled the stuffy atmos- 
phere. 

He listened in bewilderment. His 
body appeared to be away from it all. 
He saw no chance of controlling his 
paralysed limbs. Suddenly he felt his 
hair. It felt like glass. A hundred 
thousand finest needles penetrated deep 
into his skull. However, he could not 
cry. His mouth was parched. How long 
was it since he had had something to 
drink? His mouth was squeezed to- 
gether as though steel clamps had been 
welded around his jaws. Everything was 
motionless and stiff. 

Whilst fearfully listening to the 
crackle around him the giddiness re- 
turned. Tormenting pressure forced his 
head together. Mountains seem to close 
in on him and he was not capable of 
counter measures. Fiery tongues licked 
in his interior and ate deeply into his 
subconscious. Pictures scurried past. 
Shreds of recollections that were 
senseless to him. They combined into a 
rotating white dot which departed 
even more quickly. The feeling of 
giddiness took hold of his whole body. 
Yes, he felt his body again. Then again 
he suddenly heard this crackling noise. 
It seemed as though air in an empty 
room was circulating in a vacuum. He 
concentrated on this sound with as much 
power as he believed he possessed. 
This crackling seemed to provide the 
key for escape from this terrible dark- 
ness, away from this black hell. He 
longed for fresh air, for sun, flowers, 
and the blue sky. 

The sound had by now intensified to a 
rumble. 

Dark clouds passed over the cemetery. 
A gentle puff of wind rustled the bran- 
ches of the slim birch trees. Suppressed 
gulping overcame him. 

A spade crashed on to stone. A 
cluster of rose-coloured worms was 
severed by the sharp blade of the spade. 
Then the world shook as in an earth- 
quake. The sky was distorted under the 
passing clouds. Black, grey clouds 
pushed past the sun. 

The coffin suddenly appeared to be- 
come transparent as he caught a view 
of the stems of the birch trees. Then 
darkness quickly descended. Eventually 



he only saw the shining blue sky, a 
narrow rectangle which became even 
smaller. Indistinct voices descended. 
Then clumps of earth fell down. Like 
thunderbolts they crashed on the res- 
inous pinewood and shook his paralysed 
nervous system. An avalanche of muddy 
earth built up over him. Painfully he 
gasped for air — and could not breathe. 
A last quivering ray of sun expired 
suddenly out. Darkness was again 
everywhere. 

Then he noticed that he was not 
alone. He wanted to turn his head but 
failed to do so. His whole body seemed 
as heavy as lead. He onlv se led to 
hear and smell. Next to mm a rattle 
sounded quite clearly. Wood splintered 
and the smell of fresh earth came to his 
nose. It smelt of mushrooms and stink- 
ing foul water. A cold breeze carried 
faint sniffing breathing sounds closer. 
Breath filled with purposeful eagerness. 
He heard tiny sharp teeth gnashing. 

It came even closer. 

Suddenly he felt the touch. He wanted 
to collapse and cry. Not a sound left his 
parched throat. He was alone with his 
terror. He was dead. He could feel his 
prickly hair graze his neck. It tickled 
him. Then a damp nose touched his 
cheek. A tiny foot sat on his chin. 
Suddenly there were more feet which 
quickly crept upwards and tiny claws 
boring themselves into his eyeballs. An 
oval body lay heavily on his face. It 
smelt sweetly. As the long prickly hair 
whisked diagonally across his forehead 
he knew who had entered. 

He immediately realised what was the 
matter with him. 

Before the first bite he made himself 
relinquish all his fear and despair. He 
cried as he had never cried before. But 
his mouth remained dumb. The echo of 
his cries vibrated in his black, sticky 
confines and shook his rigid body. 

The cry faded away in the gloom. 
The old lady took the youngster firmly 
by the hand. White hair framed her 
wrinkled old face. Time had left clear 
marks in her bent body. She would not 
survive the summer. She guessed that. 
As she passed the freshly dug grave pile 
she suddenly stopped to listen. She 
nodded gently with her head. Barely 
audible words left her wrinkled lips. 

"Do you hear the cries of the dead, 
my youngster?" 




The little one had not listened. He 
released the gouty hand and walked 
out of the cemetery gate. That was no 
place for him. Not in any grave. The 
wind rustled in the foliage of the birch 
trees. The old lady stood in front of the 
grave and murmured pensively. Yes, 
just call. Nobody will hear you. She 
should know because she was very close 
to death. She straightened the wreaths 
and plucked out some dried flowers. 

Only she heard the awesome cry 
destined to continue for eternity. The 
call of the dead. 



27 



LONG NIGHTS OF INTENSE INVESTIGATION AND SEARCHING FINALLY 
BEAR FRUIT AS TWO PRIESTS OF THE VILLAGE OF ALBA LULIA IN 
TRANSYLVANIA CLOSE IN UPON ONE OF THE UNDEAD, TRAPPING HIM 
WITHIN THE RUINS OF AN ANCIENT BUILDING. 




...WHICH LEADS, INEVITABLY, TO A HIGH CEIUNQED ROOM WITH THE ONLY DOOR BLOCKED BY 
THE PRIESTS. 

SPAWN OF SATAN.' YOUR SOUL, 
DAMNED FOR ALL ETERNITY, WILL 
SOON GROVEL FOREVER IN THE 
FIERY PITS OF HELL 
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THE BEGINNINGS OF ANOTHER 
(TYPICAL VAMPIRE EPIC, YOU SAY, 
WHERE YOU KNOW BEFOREHAND 
EACH MOVE OF THE CHARACTERS 
AND THE END COMES DEEP IN 
SOME ANCIENT CATACOMB 
WHERE THE DOCTOR POUNDS 
THE CLICHE-RIDDEN STAKE 
DEEP INTO THE VAMPIRE'S 
BLOATED HEART. NO... NOT 
THIS TIME. A BREATH OF FETID 
AIR DIRECT FROM REALITY 
WILL SOON OVERTHROW ALL 
THE CLICHES AND CARRY WITH 

IT THE UNEXPECTED 

car of 
rug 

O/iAMPI* 
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ART BY AURALEON / STORY BY JOHN JACOBSON 




( WHILE IN THE FORM OF A BAT I WITNESSED YOUR FLIGHT 
FROM THE PRIESTS. I SAW YOU TRAPPED IN THIS BUILDING 
AND ENTERED IN HOPES OF PROVIDING SOME HELP. I HAV6 
NO LOVE FOR WOULD-BE VAMPIRE KILLERS. BUT BEFORE 
I COULD COME TO YOUR RESCUE 
YOU SPRANG YOUR LITTLE TRAP / AND A CLEVER TRAP 
DOOR AND SENT THEM TO AN / IT WAS , TOO. THOSE 
ALLEGED HEAVENLY / PRIESTS WERE MAKING MY 
REWARD. ^^ SURVIVAL INCREASINGLY 



THE ANSWER IS DRAMATICALLY PROVIDED AS DAEGGA LEADS 
BYRON TO ANOTHER ROOM OF THE ANCIENT BUILDING. 




NO...NOT MINE.THE OWNER IS STILL IN THE 
COFFIN... COMPLETELY DESTROYED... 
ANNIHILATED. .. RETURNED TO THE FINEST 
ASH. HE WAS DESTROYED SO SUDDENLY 
, THAT HE DIDN'T EVEN HAVE TIME TO 
^RESIST. LOOK AT HOW UNRUFFLED 
THE CLOTHING IS. 



BUT WHAT KILLED 
HIM.' I SEE NOTHING 
L.OF DANGER TO US 
HERE. 



/Yes, I've heard 
/stories ...filtered 
through gossipy 
old women. but 
i paid them no 

HEED. 



A VAMPIRE BY THE NAME OF 
VLADIMIR CAME TO ME A FEW 
MONTHS AGO WITH A THEORY THAT 
THE DEATHS WERE NOT RANDOM, BUT 
CAUSED BY ONE AGENCY. SEARCHING 
FOR INFORMATION, HE CAME TO THIS 
VILLAGE. WHEN I CAUGHT UP TO HIM 
HE HAD ALREADY BEEN DESTROYED 
THIS IS WHAT REMAINS OF HIM. 



lv^-|tj/ ~| 
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YOU KNOW 
WELL OF THE 
'HIGH NUMBER OF 
VAMPIRE DEATHS 
DURING.THE PAST 
FEW YEARS, 
Ik BYRON. 



DAEGGA UNBOLTS THE SHUTTER TO THE 
WINDOW. IT SWINGS OPEN, GIVING AN 
UNRESTRICTED VIEW OF THE VALLEY IN 
WHICH IS LOCATED THE VILLAGE. SOUNDS 
OF MUSIC AND SA1ET/ FLOAT UP FROM 
BELOW. / 



/ WAGER 
/ ANYTHING? 
EVEN YOUR 
EXISTENCE? 



THIS... THING... x 

PLACES US IN 

DANGER ANYWAY 

WILL YOU COME 

WITH ME...TO THE 

CIRCUS... IF ONLY TO 

HAVE A LOOK 

AROUND ? 





IT WOULD BE MV 
PLEASURE, FAIR VAWIRE, 
IT WILL BE AN INTERESTING 
CHANGE FOR ME. TOO LONG 
HAVE I CONSORTED ONLY 
WITH CREATURES OF THE 
NIGHT, CUT OFF FROM ALL 
HUMAN FRIVOLITY. THE 
LAUGHTER OF RED 
BLOODED CHILDREN 
SHALL DO MY SOUL 
GOOD. 



i. 



SCON. AT THE CIRCUS, BYRON AND DAEGGA ARE SURROUNDED 
BY THE UNRHMILIAR SIGHTS OF HAPPY CROWDS OF PEOPLE OUT 
FOR A NIGHT'S FUN. 
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f THE FUTURE HOLDS ^ 
[MUCH FOR *OU, DEAR. 
', COVE AMD SUCCESS WILL^ 
COME YOUR WAY. 




QftEGGA DOES NOT SPEAK. HER. 
WILL ARCS THE SPACE BETWEEN 
THEM AND ENTERS THE GYPSY'S 
MIND ON A BEAM OF POTENT 
MENTAL ENERGY... 



...PROBING WITH GENTLE YET FORCEFUL 
WISPS OF POWER. AMONG THE 
CLUTTERED MEMORIES OF A NOMADIC 
LIFE. 



SLOWLY THE RANDOM PARTS OF AN 
ANCIENT MEMORY ARE JOINED TOGETHER. 
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IT WAS ALL SO 
LONG AGO... IT WAS 
YESTERDAY. HE IS GROWN 
NOW.. .BUT THAT CAN'T BE 
..HE IS NOT YET BORN... 



I AM EXPECTING OUR FIRST CHILD. BUT THE COMING OF NIGHT BRINGS NO 
THOUGHTS OF PLEASURE, BUT ONLY VISIONS OF TERROR... 





...OF THE UNDEAD/.7 




HIS MOUTH. ..HIS TEETH..SO LONG.. 
SHARP. . . BUT I CAN DO NOTHING . . . 
HE HAS BEEN HERE BEFORE... AND 
EACH TIME I FALL WORE UNDER 
HIS POWER... 



WAIT... WHAT IS THE MATTER... WHY 
HE TURNING AWAY? 




DON'T WORRY. IT'S ALL 
RIGHT. THE EVIL IS DESTROYER 
J ARE SAFE. 



^5^ 



PLEASE STAND ASIDE^ 
...QUICKLY. THIS 
OPPORTUNITY... SO 
RARE... CANNOT BE 
JGHTLY DISMISSED;, 












/OUR HELP IN 
THIS MATTER HAS BEEN 
MOST WELCOME. BUT 
WHAT ARE YOU DOING' 
MY WIFE, IF I MAY 
ASK? 



»«* 



WE ARE CREATING 
A WEAPON FOR THE 
LORD'S BATTLE AGAINSTj 
THE FORCES OF 
DARKNESS. 



YOU, YOUNG LADY, ARE 
RARE ... A PREGNANT WOMAN WHO 
HAS BEEN VISITED BY A VAMPIRE AND 
SURVIVED. ADDING TO THE VAMPIRIC 
RESIDUE IN YOUR BLOOD THE POWER 
OF GOD ADMINISTERED BY 
.JHESE RITES WILL INSURE. 



1 



K. 



a 



^ 



m 



/ ...THAT YOUR 

OFFSPRING WILL HAVE^ 
THE SUPERNATURAL 
POWER TO DESTROY 
VAMPIRES AT A TOUCH- 



WHAT DO 
YOU MEAN? I DON'T 
UNDERSTAND. 



YOUR FAMILY WILL 
BECOME BLESSED IN THAT 
A MEMBER WILL BE IM THE 
FOREFRONT OF THE LORD'S J 
BATTLE AGAINST THE 
FORCES OF SATAN... HE 
WILLBEA...DHAMPIR. 



I!!'! 



" 



WHAT I HAD HEARD PRAYEDON MY MIND FOR 
THE REST OF THE NIGHT. I TOSSED AND 
TURNED AND WAS UNABLE TO GET ANY 
SLEEP. HOW UNBELIEVABLE THAT I WAS TO 
BE AN INSTRUMENT OF GOD. 



V 



;s 



WE ARE 
HONOURED AND 
THANKFUL, FATHER. 



'THE ROOM IS OPPRESIVE.THE 
VAMPIRE HAS BEEN DESTROYED... 
BUT AN AURA OF EVIL STILL CLINGS 
TO THIS WAGON... 



t*->% 



...HOVERING OVER ME... WAITING 
FOR A A^OMENTOF WEAKNESS... 




AS DAEGGA KNEELS BY THE DEAD WOMAN AND SATISFIES 
HER UNHOLY THIRST THE REAR DOOR OPENS . 



MOTHER/// 



A MOMENT'S GLANCE INTO THE HATE-FILLED EYES OF THE 
YOUNG MAN SHOWS DAEGGATHAT SHE IS CONFRONTED BY 

the... « = =m 



^OHAMPIR.'/f) 

— ^C 






GIVE 
CHASE. DESTROY 
HER BEFORE SHE 
ESCAPES. 






£ 



\\ 



V 



i:*m 



*ONSTER.'/7 
THIS OLD WOMAN 1 
NEVER HURT 
YOU. 



DAEGGA RUNS THROUGH THE 
TWISTING ALLEY6 OF THE CIRCUS, 
BUND TO EVERYTHING BUT THE 
THOUGHT OF ESCAPE. UNTIL... 



Ink FHi' 1 



SHE BROUGHT 
YOU INTO THIS 
WORLD DIDN'T 
SHE? 



V 



-V -.•■■ 



I MUST EXTINGUISH 

THE FIRE FIRST BEFORE 

IT SPREADS. THEN I'LL 

HUNT HER DOWN. AND 

SHE WILL NOT ESCAPE 

MY VENGEANCE. 






THEIR ESCAPE IS INTERRUPTED WHEN A MAN STUMBLES 
FROM THE SHADOWS AND... 



VAMPIRE .' 
THERE'S A VAMPIRE 
LOOSE IN THE CIRCUS' 
GROUNDS. THIS 
GIRL IS DEAD... ALL 

HER BLOOD 

DRAINED. 






.V 



00 ■ 



AH HH.' BYRON.' 
THE MONSTER 
IS... 



WA 



^fc^ 



don't waste 
time with talk. i know 
everything. i 
established a mental 
link With you. we must 
leave as quickly as 

possible. 



THAT GIRL. 
THE ONE YOU 
LURED OUT OF 
THE GYPSY" 'S 
WAGON. 



WHAT DID YOU 
EXPECT ME TO DO 
WITH HER.I COULDN'T 
LET HER GO, NOW 
COULD I? IF WE PLAY 
THINGS RIGHT, THIS MAY 
WORK TO OUR. 
ADVANTAGE.. 



WITH EVERYONE RUNNING 
I TO SEE WHAT THE COMMOTION 
IS WE'LL HAVE A CLEAR 
ROUTE OF ESCAPE. 



MUST YOU LEAVE THE CIRCUS SO 
SOON, VAMPIRES. IT REALLY IS THE 
HIGH SPOT OF VILLAGE SOCIAL 
LIFE FOR THE YEAR. 




AHHH/ 
BYRON/.'/ 




V I KNOW. 
IT'S THE 
DHAMPIR. 



OUT OF HER Ml NO WITH FEAR, DAEGGA GRIPS BYRON 
AS TIGHTLY AS SHE CAN, PREVENTING HIM FROM TAMING 
ANY ACTION AGAINST THE DHAMPIR. 




NO... NOT IN THE WOODS 
...ABOVE THE WOODS. 




^ 



THE SUDDEN MID -AIR. ATTACK CATCHES BYRON 
■ COMPLETELY BY SURPRISE. 




8UTTHE DHAMPIR, A SUPERNATURAL 
BEING WITH THE BLOOD OF VAMPIRES 
FLOWING IN HIS VEINS, HAS RESOURCES 
TO DRAW UPON THAT BYRON COULD 
NEVER GUESS. 



A SATANIC MIRACLE THROWS BYRON 
CLEAR OF THE IMPACT BEFORE THE 
DHAMPIR'S TALONS CAN SINK INTO HIS 
BODY. 




TWISTINS AND TURNING INTHE SKY 
ABOVE THE CIRCUS, BYRON RAPIDLY 
TIRES. EACH SWIPE OF THE DEADLY 
TALONS COMES CLOSER... 
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IT'S ALWAYS INTERESTING 
TO HEAP. WHAT THE VAMPIRES 
WILL OFFER ME IN EXCHANGE 
FORTHEIRL1VES...ASI 
.ADVANCE FOR THE FINAL.. 



...KILL/// 



ANOTHER VAMPIRE WHO 
WON'T BE BOTHERING GOD- 
FEARING FOLK AGAIN. 



rf 



m 



i.'tfJJ 



you're 

lucky. young 
man. in another 1 
second you'd 

HAVE SEEN DONE t 
IN. 



m 



**&* 



THE SILVER 
BULLET DID ITS 1 
JOB WELL. 



OUR VILLAGE 
HAS BEEN BOTHERED' 
LATELY BY A VAMPIRE. 
WE BANDED TOGETHER 
IN SECRET TO PREPARE 
WEAPONS AGAINST 
THIS CREATURE.WHEN 
THE ALARM WAS 
GIVEN TONIGHT WE 
WERE READY TOGO 
INTO ACTION. 






SILVER BULLET? 
WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING WITH SILVER J 
BULLETS AT THE 
CIRCUS? 



~!?Vi£ 



ffifffl 






WE SAW HIM 
FROM AFAR CHANGING 
INTO HUMAN FORM 
FROM A GREAT WHITE 
DEVIL BIRD. ONLY 
THOSE IN LEAGUE WITH 
THE DEVIL HAVE SUCH 
POWERS. 



■>>» 






SLOWLY THE CROWD 
DISPERSES. THE 
HOUR IS LATE AND 
THE VILLAGERS 
BEGIN RETURNING 
TO THEIR HOMES. 

I 



A SLIGHT SOUND... BYRON SPINS AROUND. 



™ HA /HA.' HA.' 
YES DHAMPIR...YOU ' 
DID HAVE MANY OF 
MY POWERS... AND 
ALSO ONE OF MY 
WEAKNESSES- 
SILVER WAS AS 
DEADLY TO YOU 
AS IT IS TO ME. 



yOU/THEDHAMPIR'Sl 
GIRLFRIEND. I WOULD 
HAVE THOUGHT THAT 
YOU'D HAVE 
ENOUGH 
SENSE TO 

GET OUT OF | 
.THE AI?EA. 



m 



AN INCREDIBLE ACT... YOU 
ACTUALLY HAD HIM 
DESTROYED.YOUR KIND 
WILL SING SONGS OF THIS 
FOR MANY CENTURIES' 
TO COME. 



V 



'#1 



V v V . 



Mi 



^:ff 



BYRON FEELS A DEEPENING CHILL. THIS IS 
NOT THE TYPICAL SCREAMING, WHIMPERING 
VAMPIRE VICTIM. SHE IS TOO SELF- 
CONFIDENT... TOO COMPOSED. 




Prologue: 



* &ALEM 1794-.. . IN THE WARM GLOW OF THE 

F|REU6HT,T/0#7£EV LITHE BODIES DANCED ACROSS 
THE MOOLE66 NEW ENGLAND COUNTRYSIDE .THEIR6 WA& A 
OANCE MACABRE. 4 .h RITUAL DANCE OF THE 
DEAD.., AND THE GROUND THEY TRO&WA5 PROFANED BY 
" JI66ANCE OF 




KARYN HAINlN6,W£R £>OFT EYES DISGUISING 
THEFERVIP PAS5IONS WITHIN, DANCED IN FRENZIED, 
EROTIC ABANDON.*. AS THOUGH THE FURIOUS 
MQJJCN JA/OULD SOMEHOW DRIVE THE HATRED AND 
SB FROM HER BC 




HER TH0UGHT6 60 S*C><7 SHE RECALLS 



HOW ONE NIGHT EARLIER, THE 
DANCING WAS OF A DIFFERENT 
MATURE. THEM, THE VILLAGE 
SQUARE HAD GLOWED GENTLY IN 
"HE GAS-LIGHT... ALIVE WITH JOCULAR, 
FACES AND FLUTTERING 6K1RTS .. 




GOop EVENING 

MR.. WlNGATE / ON A 

NIGHT LIKE THIS, YOU 

SHOULP BE PANCING, 

NOT TALKING. IT'S 

SO WILP, SO 

SENSUAL. 

WOULP MDU LIKE 

TO JOIN ME ? 



' z' 



SURELVXCOULP 
OFFER YOU MORE.. 
MUCH MORE.,. 



1WKHOLLANP 
WINGATE THIMKS 
HE'S QUITE A LAPIES' 
MAN.' BUT SO FAR, 

HE HASN'T SO 
MUCH AS CAST A 
GLANCE MY 
WAV.' 





I FINPYOUR 
/VSANNER OFFENSIVE, ' 
MISS. NOW WOULP 
VOL) KlNPLV STffP 




./ 



M 



r^«r?* 



NOT NOW, MISS, 
AT THE MOMENT I 
AM MOST PLEASANTLY 
ENSASEP IM THIS 
VOUNG LAPV'S 
COMPANY.' 




THE PRUM6 CEA€>EP AND THE . . 
WA6 ARRETTED. e>ILENTLV/THE COVEN 
GATHERED AROUND THE ANCIENT 
^TONE ALTAR, EACH WITH THEIR OWN 
PARK THOUGHTS.. . 



DANCING $S 




YOU MADE PkFOOL 

OF ME BEFORE THE 

WHOLE VILLAGE, HOLLAND 

WINGATE FOR THAT, yOU 

\N\Ll. SUFFER .' 







LET THE RfTE 
OF CONJURATION 



THE LAMB SQUEALED ONCE 
AS THE BLADE PLUNGED INTO 
ITS SOFT UNDERBELLY. THIS 
WAS NO LAMB OF QOP' 
WHO WOULP CLEANSE THE 
WORLD OF EVIL... THIS WAS 
A LAMB THAT WOULD 
DWELL IN //ELL... 



CORP 

OF PARKNESS... 

L. WE, THE STEWARDS 

>F SATAN, ASK THEE 

TO SEND US... 



(J. 



...THY SERVANT 
LTHES/P//£, TO AID 
' JS IN HOMASE 
>JO YOUR WILL. 



T5 






f 



^aag;.>- 



THE CM4/VT/A/6 

DRDNEP ON AND THE 
AIR PERMEATED WITH 
THE OVOUR. OF SULPHUR 
AND 3RIMST0NE! 



ALL WATCHED IN AWE 
AND ANTICIPATION AS 
I WAS DRAWN FROM 
MY WORLD INTO THE/RS.' 




GRADUALLY TflE PAl^J*JB5IPED AND 1 
HEARD THE VOICE^F THE ONE WHO 
SUMMONED ME. IT WAS A &OFT VOICE 
IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN GENTLE IF NOT 

"EMPEREP BY YEARS OF RESENTMENT 
AND eeLF-PlTY... 




HER COMMANPS ECHOEP IN MY MIND, FAMILIAR 
WORDS OF//«473?fiR..ONEe I MIGHT HAVE [&EDMY£~ 
CENTURIES AGO.BUT THEN THERE CAMEF OTHER 
VOICES... ANGRY VOICES.. .AND ANOTHER KIND Of HATRED\ 



SO, EVIL 
ONE, YOU HAVE COME^ 
AS i COASMANPEP/ 
THEN LISTEN... THERE 
ARE TWO |M THE VILLASE 
WHO HAVE WRON6EP 
ME.. .J WANT THEM 
PUNISHEPJ 






THERE 7!V£y ARE, 
M/NfSTER, JUST LIKE] 

i r©*£> you/ 

THE IV/TCHESJm 



FOUL 
MONSTERS' 

we wust PESTRQY 

EVERY LAST ONE 

OF W£A1/ 



ALL THE MADNESS OF HELL BUT HER WORDS WERE 

COULDN'T COMPARE WITH THE SlLENCEP BY THE THIN 

HORROR WHEN THE/WW/S7F* SHAFT THAT JUTTEP 

CONFRONTED THE WITCHES... FROM HER BREAST... 



AMP VET A CON\fA^0 HAP BEEN, 
GIVEN/ I TURNED TOWARD THOSE 
PITIFUL MORTALS, ANP.„ 





THE P££ p WAS PONE. I 
LOOKEP AT THE STILL FORM 
OF MV MISTRS SS, THE FIRES 
OF HER HATREP QUENCHED 
BV PEATH.YET IT WAS HER WILL 
THAT BROUGHT MEItflOTHlS 

WORLD"... HER VOICE THAT GAVE 

ME A MISSION I WAS 

SOUND TO OBEY... 



AND SO I BECAME A /W<4 ASCERTAIN LV NOT THE ONLY 
ONE WHOSE MORTAL SHELL BELIED THE TRUE 
NATURE WITHIN... 



AND NOW I HUNTlHE OWE MV MISTRESS 
ORDERED ME TO PUNISH...! THE MAM 
NAMED HOLLAND W/NGAT6.' 
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J0M fis VILLAGE THIS SIZE, IT PIDN'T TAKE LONG FOR ME TO FIND THE ONES I 

SOUGHT. WE CHANCED TO AAEET IN THE VILLAGE SQUARE AND I INTRODUCED 
AAVSELF AS NATHAN BROWNE. 




HOLLAND W/NGATE PIP NOT REALIZE HOW PROPHETIC 
THOSE PARTING WORDS HAP BEEN/ THAT NIGHT, I 
FOLLOWED HIM THROUGH THE TENEBROUS BACK ROADS OF 
THE VILLAGE AS HE WALKED WO WE, UNSUSPECTING.. 




SOMETHING iNSIPE ME 
PITIED HIM. I DIPN'T KNOW 
WHAT EVIL HE HAP DONE 
THAT I MUST SLAY HIM, AND 
SOMEHOW I SENSED THAT 
HE PESERVED BE TTE R 
THAN THIS... 




THERE WAS A TIME WHEN 
I MIGHT HAVE HAP THE 
WILL TO RESIST... TO 
CHOOSE BETWEEN 
GOOP AND EVIL... 



BUT THAT TIME HAS 
LONG PASSED... 



THERE IS NO 
LONGER CHOICE. 



THERE IS ONLY 
OBEDIENCE! 




GDORNING CAME, ANPMV 
PARK PEEPS OF THE 
MIGHT BEFORE WERE 
BROUGHT TO LIGHT... 





i«l)np-my< 
ATTi WBP 



>Pt-Y 
THIS 
GIRL, MY THOUGHTS 
SKEW TROUBLED t\W 
UNfcETTLEPj AS SHE 
AWAKENED IN ME 
FEELINGS THAT I 
THOUGHT HAP DIED 
CENTURIES AGO*.* 
WHAT WA*> W0R3E 
IKNEWSMF WAS MY 
yv£XTV7C77^..THE 
LA&T I WAS OPPEKED 
TOSfLAY.*. 



WHEN WE REACHED HER 
HOME.l TOOK HER IN 
WARMS.eO WARM 
SO TRUSTING... I 
RECALLED ANOTHER 
MUCH LIKE HER ...ONE 
I HAD ONCE LOVED IN 
5CME ANCIENT 

CENTURY... BEFORE 
I COMPROMISED MY 

HUMANITY TO A 60P 
OF SILVER... 1 PIP 

NOT WANT HER 

P&Q0...8UTI 
KNEW I HAD AfO 



■3s- 



SHELLV. 
THERE'S SOME- 
THING I WANT 
TO TELL YOU/ 




MOT MOW, 
NATHAN. THERE'S 
SEEM ENOUGH 
PAIN ALREAPV. 
JUST HO Li? 
ME CLOSE.. 



1 



w 



OH, NATHAN* ^ 

IF ONLY YOU KNEW V^ 

how much i HATE ' 

TO DO THIS. 









^ 



Q> 
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S^ BUT 
HAVE NO CHOICE' 
W «^ V FATHER AN D I 
7 PEVOTEP OUR LIVES 
M ^O STAMPING OUT^ 
^A WITCHCRAFT... 
|S>><k WHEREVER IT 

W FATHER 



\ v ^i 



'<w 



«^ 
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WVT i>V 7//f MINISTER. 
I *£>«/ Af/ll£P THE 



•y 



NIGHT HE CON- 
FRONTED THE 
W/TCHESJ 



GLIK 



I KNEW ONLY A 
S/P/«/£ COULD HAVE 1 
KILLED MY FATHER 
AND HOLLAND SO 
/VCV?/9/S£y...THE!M 
yCM/iR SUDDEM 
APPEARANCE IN THE 
VILLAGE, IT WAS 
TOO MUCH OF A 
COINCIDENCE* 

...ANDTHE 
BLOODSTAINS 
ON YOUR JACKET 1 

.THEN I KNEW t 
IT WAS TRUE J A 



(S>- 






IM SORRY, 

NAT HAN, TRULY 

SORRY.' 



1*1 



80RN OF F/R£, 

&/£ BYF/R£...oUM 

FLAME CAN SEND YOU 

BACK FROM WHERE 

YOU CAME... 






THAT WAS A BRIGHT 
IDEA SHELLY HAD FOR 
IGETTING RID OF NATHAN.' 
\3UESS SHE COULDN'T 
'TAKE ANY MORE OF ^ 

HIS SIPHE LIFE... 
POOR NATHAN'S 

IEATEP up over 

TJ,TOO.' 
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